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years, when I was taken by Mr and Mrs Edward
Tennant to see the church in which Collier offici-
ated, and the rectory with its garden in which
he mused, all fitted for meditative purposes, in
its beautiful valley, seven miles from the rectory
of Bemerton, in Collier's day occupied by John
Norris, "the English Malebranche," and not far
from the Wiltshire home of Bichard Hooker.

I soon found that an Arthur Collier-like life,
in a rural parish in Scotland, in the heat of a
Scottish ecclesiastical war, was an illusion of one
inexperienced in life. The convulsion, with its
obscure consequences in the far-off future, touched
men too deeply. Even social intercourse was re-
pulsive to both parties. Enthusiasm exults in
martyrdom, but to practise charity is less easy.
The intense polemical temper dissolved former
dreams of the unity of Christendom; and one
found that individual liberty might be in in-
verse ratio to the freedom of the social organ-
ism in which the individual is included. Yet
there is now romance and pathos in the memories
of that troubled year, and the '43 opened a new
era in the ecclesiastical life of Scotland, as the
}45 in the previous century did in its social
civilisation.tyesired toright to re-uption at a distance.     Irbid national ac-
